In their good-natured, friendly way they arranged a
little farewell party. Helene produced some Vanille
liqueur, Marx brought some kind of cup to drink—the
slopes around the town were full of shady patches of
woodruff, which makes such delicious flavouring for cup
—and bookseller Kranich looked after the supply of cold
meats and sweets.
For bookseller Kranich was back again, as quiet, as
nice and as anxious to help as ever. He had a fine new
left arm, a very handsome artificial limb of first-class
workmanship. He wore a glove on the wooden hand,
and there was a joint at the elbow which promised a
certain flexibility with practice. At the moment he could
not do much with it, and on some days Kranich relieved
himself of his spare part altogether—for the wound on
his shoulder still pained him excessively. But no one
made any comment—that was his own private concern:
it was sufficient that he lived, that he still existed. Frau-
lein Wilifuer took care of him, at meals and helped him
into his coat. He looked at her with eyes that had the
knowing and penetrating expression which comes from
the mastery of pain.
They all sat round and thoroughly enjoyed themselves.
The windows were open and music drifted in from the
castle garden. Down below on the river, a white sail
floated by, and as darkness fell, the scent of the woods
drifted in from the hills. It was one of those evenings of
an intense, consuming, lingering sweetness, such as only
young people experience and such as make young people
laugh and weep. Friedel Mannsfeldt was standing at the
wistaria-embowered window, listening with tears in her
eyes to the sounds outside. She bent over the pots of
flowers, thick with buds, which were growing there.
" Helene has the hands for flowers," she said, in ho:
small, clear voice, and smiled into the room,

